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EPISTLE I. 



FROM A KING IN THE SHADES TO HIS 
CONFIDENTIAL MINISTER. 



Tte reach'd the Cottage, C reagh. 

Don't think I'm gone to Brighton, 

Or from my K m run away. 

As if afraid of fighting; 

Though Y— K has learnt to bruise as well 
As Y — MOUTH, Bales, or Randall; 

I only want to leave Pall-mall 
And your d-mn'd bags of scandal. 

For a short time, until the storm. 
Which you have rais'd around us. 

More fierce than Radical Reform, 
Shall cease thus to confound us^ 
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I cannot bear to see my wife 
Caress'd, the more I hate her; — 

Besides^ you know, I love as life, 
A fresher, dearer creature. 

^wpet CuKNY said (you know mjr Ceniiy) 

I should preserve decorum. 
And though in me that's rather funny. 

The sex I so adore them. — 

I let sweet Cunny have her will. 
And left the Countess pining. 

And, spite of your confoxmded Bill,. 
And people's Carolining, 

Addresses, meetings, and such stuffy 

We laid our heads together^ 
And snugly, gaily rattled off. 

On Love's light wings of feather; 

Or rather, let me humbly say. 

Within my royal cskrriage. 
Like those who bask in pleasure's ray 

Without the rites of marriage. 

The dirty business of untying. 

We leave, with all its due. 
To those that live on pimping, lyings 

To Leeches, Lords, and you. 

To B ps, who delight to bear 

A smutty tale related. 
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Pocket their thowsaads every year. 
And pray to he translated. 

Old C may rue the day he eaught 

The daughter of per centum; 

But mark! how honour may be l>Qi^bt- 
A dukedom will content him. 

Start not at horns, as if in shame. 

All ye who are cornuted^ 
For hear how loudly I proclaimj 

That mi»e are deeply root^^d. 

ru have, now mark me, Brazanlifece^ 

As sure as I was born, 
lU hav&« to gild our s«d dt«|ptaM> 

The Ordir ffik9 Htm. 



II IM <» ■»' ■ » >» 



EFfiSTLE II. 



THE D (» Tl*..,^ TO TBB HB4B Of B- 



Dear B ]%^ be not qui*© ^o ittQ«> 

And take a bit of good advi<:% 

From an old soldier ij^ the waris 

Of Venus, fair aft well as Matsi 

One who has known wtojt ^m li^Mm 

(Worse than the shame of Dunkirk races) 
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Attends the hapless man through Ufe^ 
Who slights and quarrels with his wife^ 
In lawless range his joys to vary. 

With Mrs. C k or Mother C y; 

Or any of the M — ch - esses. 
And dames who lavish their caresses 
On those who are the source and donors 
Of titles, pleasures, wealth, and honours. 

Of R y thou art the fountain,^ 

Of honour too a very mountain; 

Yet why, in name of Mars, my patron. 

Is scandal thus her venom scattering 

Upon the head of R y. 

With prodigal disloyalty? 

They say you have (why should I spare *emT} 

As many str-mp-ts in your harem 

As would pollute a land — as many 

Spendthrifts as would waste every penny 

That poor V t's means can raise. 

Although he tries a thousand tvays. 
Yet though not e'en King David's son. 
The wise and far-fam'd Solomon, 
Who kept so many wives and misses. 
Wallowing, like you, 'mong sensual blisses> 
Could not, in all his glory number. 
More jolly doxies and live lumber. 

Than B n's gracious K — can boast. 

Supported at the public cost. — 
Though thus you may the distaff hold> 
Like Heliogabalus of old> 
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Or sit^ like Turk^ who squats his haunches^ 
And spends his time among the wenches^ 
Yet still you want to act King Harry, 
Who had so strong an itch to marry. 
You want to cut me out, I see. 
But this won't do, 'tween you and me. 
Ill stand no plotting politics. 
No dark and vile Italian tricks ; — 

Even W n I will defy. 

And give to C gh the lie. 

When 'tis the fashion in high life 

To have and yet to want a wife. 

How strange it is, my R — 1 Br — r. 

That you should kick up such a pother 

About a wife's vagaries, d — me. 

Or all they say about Bergami; 

We, who of freedom have a high sense. 

Require not now a Bishop's license. 

Or Bill of Pains and Penalties, 

Made up of filthiest tales and lies. 

To break old Matrimony's noose. 

And from her trammels set us loose. 

You've seen how well the load I've carried. 

That's laid, you know, on all the married. 

And when my rib was forced to part 

From each dear object of her heart. 

The little dogs and puppies blind. 

To which her Highness was so kind. 

And when she could no longer see 

The tears of Jowler or of me. 

Or hear the yelping of each cur. 

That joined with me and howled for her. 
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You might have seeti^ as many did^ 
What tears o'erflowed my sad eyelid. 
And how I fondly strove to show 
My dire extremity of woe. 
As if I ne'er had known another. 
And Mrs. C- — y were my mother. 
For this I was admired and lauded. 
And even you had been applauded, 
Had thus you veiled your royal face. 
And not, enamoured of disgrace. 
Set all good order at defiance. 
To break connubial Love's alliance. 

But, let me tell you, B — r G- e. 

It is not wisdom thus to urge 

A matter that, ere close of chapter. 

May break some necks and crack your sce]|^tre. 



EPISTLE HI 



FROM L— C TO K— G 

Your M-— — t is wise tod rf^t. 
To keep at present out of sight. 

The Nation's ift a ferment— 
Stick to the Cettage in the Park, 
An owl is safest in the dark. 

And so are aiTthe tiermin-/. 
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Pardannez mot, as Frenchmen say, 
(I learnt these phrases when at Aixy 

Among your friends, the Holies) 
I do not mean the ladies frail, 
Who crowd your roy-rl halls, and rail. 

At Queens' and women's follies. 

Whatever whim or loose desire 
May set your r—y-4 breast on fire. 

Depend on Derrydown; 
I am your slave, your fool, your hack. 
Who on myself may turn my hack, 

But not upon the Crown. 

The Crown, upon whatever head 
Its fascinating rays are shed, 

I'll venerate and serve; 
The roy-1 hands shall never want 
For cash, as long as I can cant. 

Although the people starve. 

Whether 'tis Spaniard, French, or Russian^ 
German, or more ungrateful Prussian, 

It is alike to me — 
I'll prop the Pope, the Inquisition, 
Or send the Cortes to perdition. 

If 't please your Majesty. 

We've got the hapless Q — — n, at last. 
Within our iron clutches fast. 
Where very few can aid her. 
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And if Italian oaths wiU do^ 
We have a chosen perjur'd crew 
To help us to degrade her. 

Your bosom friend, and trusty Vice, 
And G-HK have not beeij over nice 

In making the selection; 
And Noble Lords, in grave Committee, 
Have boldly said, the base banditti 

Should have their strong protection. 

My brother J — —, a lucky fellow. 
Who got the Lady with the yeUaWy 

And worthy Colonel B ^n. 

Have picked up a most useful tribe. 
Who, for a^retty decent bribe, 

Would swear the D — 1 down. 

There's that consummate r—gue Majocqhi, 
Whose tales and filthy jigs would shock ye. 

To dance before the Lords, oh! 

As- ^1 yet unmatched by all. 

Who folks now in derision call. 

Signer Mi Non Ricorclo. 

We've likewise rascals of all colours. 
On whom we've lavished many doUars, 

Mates, captains of polaccas; 
Traitors and pirates by the score. 
And galley^laves from every shore, 

In falsehood's cause to back us. 
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We have> besides, as nice a bevy 

Of chambermaids, to throng our levee. 

As e'er made tongue to clatter. 
Or peep'd through keyhole, or can rake 
Such charming stories up, as m^e 

Your rdy-1 chops to water. 

With these, and G d's gab so clever. 

We will a '' varnisKd tale deliver," 

That shall amaze the land; 
We'll probe e^kQlafuiMlaTnental feature^ 
About the Q n, that odious creature. 

And make \iex prostrate stand!!! 



EPISTLE IV. 



FROM SIGNOR NON RICORDO, AN ITALIAN WIT- 
NESS, TQ HISi FRIEND COL. B -N^.AT MILAN. 



Cotton Garden', alia^ Pandemotiium^ 

Dear Col. B n; I told a lie. 

When to the Lords I said 
I could not refl,d or write, not I, 

For lying is my trade. 

I write you now, to tell you what 
Has happ'd since we left Milan, 

And how we're stoutly laboring at 
The base work of defiling. 
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We had a pleasant passage over^ 
Though much we wanted washii^ 

But got, instead of soap, at Dover^ 
A most confounded thrashing: 

We've been to Holland to get dress'd. 
You scarcely now would know us; 

And when among the Nobles plac'd. 
We spurn at all below us. 

We live at hack and manger here. 
We caper and make merry. 

And 'stead of porter, or small beer. 
We drink our port and sherry. 

We're not in nasty Bridewell pent. 
Like rogues unworthy pardon. 

Or to the filthy bilboes sent. 
We live in Cotton Garden. 

The British flag, that waves in view. 

Protects us from abusers. 
And arms, that fought at Waterloo, 

Defend suborned accusers* 

We cannot teU who pays mir bills. 
Nor care how they are paid; 

We undergo some private drills. 
But, mum, that's in the shade. 

IVe been examined pretty close,. 
By Lawyers and by Lord O, 
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But when they came to try the cro9i, 
Twas, questo non ricordo. 

Whene'er the Princess went to B 

There was no use for peepmg; 

For, like Endynuon, I could see 
The fair, though I was sleeping. 

An inventory strict I kept 

Of every bed and chamber. 
But when they ask'd me where / dept, 

I couldn't so well remember. 

Though di prqfondoy in the hold 

Of vessel darkly pent, 
Whate'er had pass'd I saw and told. 

On deck oi in the tent. 

Whene'er they tried another string. 

Came rum ricordo pat; 
I seemed to mind no other thing; — 

I was not paid for that. 

I danc'd the Turk's fandango well. 
Their Lordships cried encore; 

And then, to please each Peer and belle, 
I danced and lied the more. 

I hope our ardent zeal you see; 

I hope Mahomet's breeches 
WiD serve his Majesty, and be 

To iQe a source of riches* 
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EPISTLE V. 



FROM A R- ^L LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS. 



Cottage - 

Mt Dear^ Tm snug in my retreat. 
The park is very pleasant; 

But tlM)ugh the whole is very neai> 
I can't enjoy *t at presifent. 

I chiefly impend the tisie in bed. 
Or at the table driiptking; 

I trusi it all to Bkomy's head. 
To save the plague of thinking. 

In vain I take the other cup. 
And swallow like a mortar ; 

I fear the Q will lay ine up 

With a whole winter's torture. 



My courtly friends no more ca^ laugh 
Who cmce so gaily chuckled. 

And Bloomy says the telegtaph 
Proclaim!^ Tm not a Cu^k— d. 

Come leave, my love, that cursed town; 

And bless me at^thfe Cdttage, — 
The slaves that doh*t respect the Gwrtrni 

Deserve ncnr snules ndr ^jifotti^e. 
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EPISTLE VI. 



FROM A DISCARDED ELOISE tO THE R L 

ABELARD. 

Brighton.. 

'Mid these gaysceaes, where the vainKremlin swells 
O'er all the rest, like fool with caps and bells. 
Sweet breezy bowers, that skirt the murmuring sea. 
Once dear to R- 1 Abelard and me. 

Here, where in state licentious luxury reigns,. 
What means this tumult in my withered veins ? 
In this my last retreat, at hoary age. 
Why does my swelling bosom heave and rage? 
For your ungrateful love my anger bums> 
And all the past to writhing anguish turns. 
Ye rugged rocks, where once the fisherman 
Starved at his trade — where now the courtezan^ 
Spreads forth her more successful ^et, and gIorie$ 
la catching princely fools, not Johnny Dories; 
Ye splendid mansions, that o'erlook the Steype, 
Though old I'm grown, and banished from the train 
Of young desire and courtly demireps. 
Who wait on Kings imd care not for false stepsj . 
I am not so* unmoved, so like a stone. 
As with my griefs not to approach the thr-^e» 
Dear Abelard, thy much neglected trull. 
Like ship upset, or turned upon her huD, 
May here be left to lie up<Mi the beach. 
Far from thy isight, and far from pleasure's readi; 
But though you love another now mpre dear. 
From me some sad complainings thou shalt heait. 
Yes, the perturbed passions of my mind 
Are likc^ the sea fomented by the wind; 
A strange indignaiit feeling thrill$ my frana^ 
Whene'er they maition W-t-t- oy Cunning-- — -ift; 
Alas! twelve thousand pounds a year caa never 
Make tm forget the royrl xleaar deceiyen 
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Twelve thousand pounds a year! I scorn the sum. 

You lavish on pert Q , I'm sure Biplum; 

Twelve thousand pounds a year are scarce suffi- 
cient 
To purchase cards and keep my wardrobe decent. 
To read the newspapers, and think on you. 
And curse my rivals' all I now can do; 
Oh could I tear their eyes out, or defame 
Their characters with darkest stain of shame. 
As they have done fair Carolina's name! 
But never can I reach that gross deffling 
Which they have learnt from filthiest rogues at 

Milan. 
I can't but think, whilst thus I trace these lineg. 
How like my fate is hapless Caroline's* 
liike me, she met thy arms in beauty's prime. 
Like me, she thought of Imppiness sublime; 
And, ah! like me, in lone neglected stkte. 
She rues thy fickle, faithless vows too late. 
Spite of our arts to please we're now forsaken, 
Ajid, like thy worn out slipper, off we're shaken. 

Oh! could those youthful days return again. 
When at my feet you poured your amorous pain^ 
And swore on Love's own altar that your heart • 
Should fixed rfemain, and ne'er from me depart ; 
That creditors might dun you all the day 
Until you drove them off by regal sway. 
But that you should to love and me be true. 
And spurn the joys that Hymen sets in view: 
Then should I feel no more thy falsehood's Bting, 

And scorn thy love and person, though a K . 

Fool that I was, I stooped to cure thy grief, 
Nor knew indifference followed the relief; 
Experience taught the cruel truth at last. 
Soon is the fair and flattering sunshine past. 
That emanates from the fancied truth of those. 
Who think they are themselves the source whence 

flows 
All honour, virtue, law— the bliss that spring« 
From changeful love of Princes or of K — gs. 
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ROYdUL Mlt^lNG. 



EPISTLE VJI- 



LORD Y . H TO HFS FRIEND BILL EilLES. 



Be^Biiiti^-^lmv^yoti heard of the exquisite sporty 
We have lately by accident had at the Coart? 
lUk bet you/iny C6vej aDtd each hesurty, some pennies 
You ne'er had the like at the Fives or the Tennis: 

c 
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At least since I took in the science delight, 
I never beheld such a glorious fight. 
'Twas a set to, my boy, had you been at the trial. 
You'd have said was the thing and a milling most 

royal; 
Not a beefsteak about you who boast of their 

smellers. 
But would have been glad to have seen these 

Pell-mellers; 
Even Lily White Richmond, and Nonpareil Jack, 
Or Belcher or Cribb might have stood at their back ; 
'Tis a theme for the Poets, my courage it wakes. 
For a Knight held the bottle and Ladies the stakes. 
Let me tell you now. Bill and the lads of the ring, 
Harry Harmer, and Martin, and Cooper, and 

Spring, 
How this mill came about, how they winded1;heir 

bellows. 
And handle their fists, and crack nobs in a Palace. 
Twas a match of the moment, and, strange! the 

aflFray, 
Wasbetweenbr-th-r Y— k and the Swell of the day. 
Bully Bluff, as he's styled, and the cause of the strife 
Was a Crown, as they say, and a frolicsome wife. 
Whom Bully, in wrath, swore had chosen to adorn 
His brow with the comical sign of the horn; 
J8ut, by way of amends to himself. Bully Bluff 
Had taken of doxies and wives quite enough; 
Like a Sultan he sat, 'mid the beauties that bound 

him. 
Or like Captain Macheath, with his str-mp-ts 

around him. 
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When in bolted Y — k, like a life-guardsman bold. 
And frightened each doxy and scullion and scold. 
*' Mr. Bluff," cried the soldier, " they, tell me as how 
*' You mean to divorce her who honours your brow ! 
'' And to marry your fancy, like sinner who tries 
^' To repent and to breed all he can ere he dies. 
"'I ask Brother Bluff, is it friendly or fair 
*'To chouse me out thus of my chance and my 

share? 
-*' You may revel unchecked 'mid your damsels so gay, 
" Whether blooming in youth, or with locks that 

are grey, 
'* But, take counsel from me, I conjure you, and 

tarry, 
" When one wife you have got, ere another you 

marry.** 
'' Whatf what! brother Bluster, replied Bully Bluff, 
" If you only come here to palaver such stuff, 

*'And to frighten my dear March ss, who is 

breeding, 
^Although you're a glutton, you shall not want 

feeding; 
" So I tell you, friend Y , if you don't hold your 

clapper, 
*' m trim your red jacket or finger your napper." 
He so ruffianed about, and so roared like a bull. 
That the sound would have gone through deaf 

Davis's scull; 
Yet fierce as he swaggered and shook every joint,. 
The soldier had honoiur and stuck to his point. 
Then to strip they began, while Sir Bloomy, so handy,. 
Snatched up from the table a bottle of brandy. 
And taking his station by Bully Bluffs shoulderj^. 
Became in a twinkling the swell's bottle holder. 
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At^ th^ ftpuiwl of hia yoke, and the si^t Of Wis look, ' 

The March ss, Count-ss, and Madanqi the Cook, 

With haste rallied round their dear champion anew 
And cried for "a ring" as most ladies will do; 
While the soldier to back him and keep up his wind. 
Had none but a foggy who followed behind. 
As blind as old LenoXy but spunky as Gas^ 
And hard in his metal as Gibbons or Bras^* 
Then to it they went — had you seen them dear. 

Bales, 
The joy of your heart would have reached to your 

heels. 
And to hear how the ladies screamed o\A wlA 

delight. 
When they saw that their loving, dear Bully could 

fight: 
*Twould have pleased all the Fancy, and fired every 

vein 
Of the Maids of St. Martin's and Rosemary Lane. 
As Bully thus aimed at the Life-guardsman's blinker. 
Like left-handed Ned,when he tips you the winker. 
Or a Cove, when he feels in the dark rather groggy, 
^e ha4 nearly knocked out ilie left eye of tjie 

foggy; 

But the soldier broke ground, an^ the vengeaive 

soon parried 
Of the man who thus sought to be beaten ^f^ 

married. 
No stomach had Bully for such sudden turas. 
So staggering came down like a bag full ofh^i. 
Roujid the first was thus ended, but CuNNY'^^r 

hand 
Again soon enabled her cbampioB to stand. 
Round the second; see Bully once more: th^iiwfce 

play. 
And like Randall, or Harmer, or Cribbb.l^tjb^wr 

away. 
Till a well levelled nol^ber disfigured his imjg, 
And laid him a piping right fiiat on the rug. 
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A smile from the Countess, a drop from the hottle. 
Had a magical power on the heart and the throtUe 
Of England's great Champion, the sweD and the 

Cove, 
Who has challenged all Europe, and lights hut for 

love. 
By his doxies upheld, and urged on to the close. 
He seemed, though the claret still painted his nose. 
As if he could stand such a hlow as once Gully 
Gave to Gregson, when nicely he staggered the 

Bully. 
As he winded andweaved at the Life-guardsman's 

sccmce. 
He darkened his day-light hy accidtot once, 
But the soldier, though shut was one peeper, with 

t'other. 
Kidnapped his opponent and hugged like a hrother. 
And feelingly taught Master Bully what pain 
Tis to have one's poor head in a Chancery chain. 
And what wriggling it takes too to get out again. 
Then the ladies shrieked out as if Bully were dying, 
The Mareh^ — -ss fainted, the Cook fell a crying. 
Her heart on her ribs like a gridiron was frjring. 
While the Countess and Bloomy, and dl.the bet 

takers. 
On Bully, had &ces as long as dead quakers. 
At length, when^weU punished and sick of the trials 
This cove of the day, whom the plrigs have called 

royal. 
Well lessoned, and chop fallen, and soft in the head. 
Was borne hy hisfriesids.and Sir Bloomrto bed. 
Where the Countess and Cunny, who knew the 

right vein. 
With cordials, of love broiu^t him soon round 

again. 
While the soldier returned with his conscience now 

easy. 
To tell ah the sport and to please Mrs. Casey. 
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EPISTLE Vin. 

* 

FROM P L -D TO HER M ^Y TflE Q N- 



Tm glad to hear, my Roy-1 Moth-r, 
YouVe come his Mjlj — y to bother. 
And claim the rights that are your due. 
In spite of all the perjur'd crew- 

But sadly moved and grieved am I, 
Indeed I'm almost like to cry. 
That etiquette and laws severe 
Won't let me visit one so dear. 

TTis truQ.1 owe to you a score. 
And to^our daughter now no mone; 
I pocket still, from taxes clear. 
Full sixty thousand pounds a-year« 

But we from public purse who draw 
Our sums, must go by Fashion's law. 
And 'tis not fashionable or pleasant. 
At Court to visit you at present. 

But when you do not need my aid. 
And are emerging from the shade 
Which throws its clouds and darknesso'eryou^ 
111 come, and lowly bow before you. 
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EPISTLE IX. 



FROM THE A— CHB P OF C , TO THE 

B P OF . 



Right Ret. Brother in the Lord> 

As Prelate of the land. 
My duty is to write you word. 

By the supreme command. 

That, as you prize your Holy See, 

You loudly must condemn. 
And blot out from the Liturgy 

The Queen's most hated name. 

Oer Matrimony's Law, 'tis sworn. 

Her Majesty has vaulted. 
And L — OH will have the R— y— 1 Horn 

She greatly has exalted. 

The K — G, for such a wicked whim. 
Has vowed she shaD repent it — 

She shall not enter Heaven with him. 
If he can but prevent it. 

You must not, therefore, one poor word 

For such a sinner urge. 
For though 'twould not displease the L— d* 

It might offend K— g G e. 

Adultery, wh— dom, in a K— g 
Are nought — a mere fleabite/ 
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But in a Queen^ another things 
They are d n quite. 

While Ministers on falsehoods build 
Their Bill of degradation. 

We must contend, in holier field. 
For exconununication. 

It will not do, you know, good Sir, 
To thwart the r— y— 1 wishes — 

In this, at least, we will not err. 
Well keep^ the loaves and fishes. 



EPtSTtfiX 



A TEL»GHMPH1C COMMrUNIOAVTaKv 



The Lords are met — the CnAN-^iit^B: 
Begun already to demur — 
Trial proceeds — a wordy war 
Between the Counsel at the Bar — 
GiFF — D with shame would almost G9ye^ 
And C— PL— Y too looks very silly. 
Bro-gh-m tells their Lordships very roimdly 
In law they are not skilFd profoundly; 
And D-NM-N follows, hinting gaily. 
There's much more justice at the* Old Buffl'^ 

Now from the gallery holloi^ 

And much to do 'bout nothing follows; 
Old L— D — LE his tongue in wedges^ 
And talks an hour "bout ipiriViIegdir-^ 
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Tows that he has no place or pension. 
Or aught from State deserving mention. 
To show how welcome such a thing 
Would be from Minister or K— a. 

At length a witness comes, and tries 
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Is, sculking, th;rough the back-door gone. 

And folks, indignant,, cry he's no man. 

Who thus makes war upon a woman. 
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EPISTLE XI. 

OLD BAGS TO THE DOCTOR. 

Alack! alack! alack! 

What ails our honoured Quack? 

Is he on hop-sach"^ laid? ^ 
Or in a Green Bag shrouded. 
With information's crowded — 

I fear our Quack is dead. 

Why thus Home Sec. art thou 
As dumb as David's sow. 

When we're in such a pickle? 
Thou who at duty's calls 
To hang the Radicals 

A moment did not stickle. 

My eyes in sorrow float 
Whene'er I hear a vote 

Against our Green Bags given; 
I tremble lest, good Quack, 
Prom this productive sack, 

I should be rudely driven. 

I've sat full snugly here. 
For five-and-twenty year. 

And well my nest I've feathered. 
With fleece from Johnny Bull 
'S now bare and battered scull. 

Id est, the hordes I've gathered. 

Full thirty thousand pound 
A-y ear's not often found 

By statesman out of favour; 

* Hops. — The Doctor recommended a hop pillow to a certain 
Illustrious Personage to procure sleep. 
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And whosoe'er can raise 
Such sums, in these our days. 
By honesty's endeavour. 
You must allow is clever. 

The Queen — the plaguy Queen 
Has given us all the spleen. 

Oh! had we Brock or Pelham, 
Or Vaughan, we yet might do. 
But for this foreign crew. 

For sixpence we might sell 'em. 

'Tis folly to suborn these 
Pimps and half-cast Attorneys, 

At least so oft think I; 
They're worse, you may depend. 
Than Castles, your good friend. 

Or Oliver the Spy. 

Why mute that tuneful tongue. 
Which Reynolds' praise has sung, , 

And lauded all the jailors? 
Thee Cast — r — gh now wants. 
As much as Mrs. Crantz, 

Or the Italian sailors. 

And can you now, good Quack, 
Upon him turn your back? 

For he, you know, turns never 
His back, like cunning elf. 
Except upon himself. 

As he says, vastly clever. 

Ah, no! it cannot be, 
I see, my Lord, I see. 

You'll stand as stiflTs a poker — 
I'm sure you'll show more vigour 
Than C— nn— g, the intriguer. 

Or Talavera Cr-k-r. 
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A PAIR OF RESPECTABLE WITNESSES. 

'^ Sure such a pair were Hevct-seeii" 
As these— ^to sweiar a lie- so rfeady — 

He a spruce stable-boy,"!' ween. 
And she a chanibermald aiid l-Sdy. 

His faithless memory nought can tell. 
Except £lbotit thefTrincess'« revels. 

While she remembers very Well 

Whatever happened in theii" travels. 

This is the youth i^^hfj'seMeyes'cOuM 9€fe, 

In spite of darkness, decks, and slumber- 
Though in the hold full deep was he. 
Crammed like a piece 6fufeeless^liinAfeer. 

This is the artful wafting mdid 
Who knew the value of a guinea ; 

Who pored so close in every^bed. 
And talked 6f/aux^as"tO'^&&echmL 
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This is .^ftejiir, with iSCi^liliitgipw,. 

Who a long-winded Journal) writ. 
That was ^ the wonder* ioffLausajine, 

And yet she can^tirememfoerdt* 

This is the^c Goiatntess CoUtmfad, 

Who welLknows how to put her eai'd in, 
Justr.fresh from Frith Street and ^Dho, 

To matohither-gues iniCottontGn^en. 



'BJOYAL 'FRESH iWATEB SAILING. 



It was.upQnf^irginia.I^ake, 
Within the Park w che^rj;^ 

That R— y^ G-— js revived to take 
His jpteasure with hife deary. 

For wheresoe'erijiisiipigh^y mmA 
Brov^ overland *nd water, a 

.Kiagvwho is. timorously incited 
Must have ihis Cleopatir^, 

The y^acht {With. viamdsra^e was stored. 
Brandy, ^lyampa^gne, and. clJMret, 

And3r-rn's K — g vowed by the.X*-^^, 
They'd, djcijiky and wpuHwot ^pgi^e^it. 

To view the_b$autiej^j[)f the P^jrk, 
The Mairoh^^n^iss tikepr entered 

On board this;^y, and Tqy^l barl?. 
Where G — -^b^us^ person Vj^twr^. 

Xfcen lojudly Brobdignag: jiid^calj, 
'' WetUcpurse.^achjfteld wtdj^et, 

'' KEPPKu^shaJi be oijr. Admifal 
'' 'i^d BwcwT.be. t^^Qt/' 
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Like flea that trembles to be flayed 

By 'prentice to a talteiv 
As quick th' obedient Knights obeyed 

The happy royal sailor. 

Along the smooth canal the sail 
The zephyrs now was courting. 

While R— 1 G e cried out *' a whale!'' 

Whene'er a frog was sporting. 

Sir William, like the best of men. 

Was most polite and handy. 
And, when 'twas wanted. Little Ben 

Supplied the drops of brandy. 

As thus they passed, his M — J — t 
Would show his taste to Cunnt, 

And ask her if she liked a tree. 
Or ponds, or streams that run ay. 

The lovely Thais, like a Queen, 
In smiles vouchsafed fresh glories. 

But thought that as the fields were green, 
They looked like Old Bags' stories. 

Sir William then, in accents bland. 

Vowed like a Major Domo, 
He ne'er saw aught so fine and grand 

Except when at Lake Como. 

At this, 'tis said, fair C — g — m 

Blushed deep as any scarlet. 
To think of injured Brunswick's name 

And each Italian varlet. 

Not so great G e; with glass in hand^ 

He smiled to hear this thumper — 

" To all fair Ladies now at land. 
He cried, ^^ let's drink a bumper!" 
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EPISTLE XIL 

FROM MRS. CRANTZ TO MADEMOISELLE D^M— T. 

} 

Op fibs you may say what you please^ 

But '' never were such times as these,** i 

For swearing and for lying; j 

No wonder perjury should flourish, ; 
When Ministers the trade thus nourish. 

And scandals vile are buying- , 

No wonder when, at such a price, \ 

Britain's grave statesmen purchase vice, i 

That you, dear Ma'moiselle, 
And I, and all our friends beside. 
With feathers, finery, and pride. 

And impudence should swell. 

No wonder Italy and France, 

With joy should like Majocchi dance. 

And laugh at Johnny Bull; 
Who, for our freaks and finery. 
Must pay the piper well, while we 

With lies his senses gull, 

I love a luscious tale to tell. 
And so do you, dear Ma'moiselle; 

I'm likewise fond of peeping. 
Like you, through keyholes to espy 
IVhate'er would shun the curious eye. 

And where the men are sleeping. 

It operates like brandy on 

A constitution rather gone, ^ 

To dwell upon such stories; 
It likewise much delights, you see. 
The men in wigs, and Majes^, 

And eke both Whigs and Tories. 
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You're reall| Wbt«hy:o<^fta, 
My pretty Countess Columbo, 

Your memory and your ^^ ey^" — 
We all admire; and soine may think 
You're no small daufe at spilling ink, 
y Atid eke at teffii^ lies* 

A chambeMaid, who kee^ ^jjwifi&ai. 
And writes by day of ^i^^gs no<*ttfimly 

PenS^ Billet doux aaadtetteilSr ' • 
May fur Ai^ ma!iy ^ ^reeious Mnitt^ 
For well-paid spies, who deal in scandal. 

And please the lU-4s her b€?lt(ei?fe. ^ 

Whene'er ar story suked'Btot 

Your ittaist^'s tas«e, twas'wij^ taWei- 

The vWhofe fr^in r^ellet?Mbfi*; 
Non Mi Mieortl^ g^iBedeci&t^, - ' 
But yonrje ne me rupelle pas 

Still, more defied detection. ^ : 

But Ma'moiselle de ©olutnMi 

We want a little mo!F^ to tnd# - ^ 

Where yofi and tlfe'^ Jew Hai*p^ 
Were stowed, when on the Gjitefeiaii iarip. 
You played your concords in the ship; 

Tell'sthis^ my preth^y is^ar^^ 

And teU us, too, My little stoelly 
Who fciildly Pressed you otf so weH^ 
* Aiid Vowefd te tttak* yoitr fertufte; 
Who's now the himour aiSd the y&m, 
Xo ptoase and prompt the pretty Swigs, 
And lie behind the curtain^? 
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